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We have missed our prize and purpose here, which was
To take the traitor that is fled, and bring
Whither we now ride foiled, to Edinburgh,
Thence to return upon them.

Lindsay.                            Hear yet once ;

You, madam, till our day be set of doom,
Look to the adulterer's head that hence is flown,
Whose shame should now stand redder in your face
Than blushes on his hand your husband's blood,
And cleave more fast; for that dead lord's revenge
Will we make proclamation, and raise up
The streets and stones for vengeance of your town
That sits yet sullied with bloodguiltiness
Till judgment make it clean ; whose walls to-night
Myself for fault of better ere I sleep
Will scale though gates be fastened, and therein
Bring back and stablish justice that shall be
A memory to the world and unborn men
Of murder and adultery.

Queen.                          Good iny lord,

We thank you for the care you have and pains
To speak before you smite ; and that so long,
The deed can follow not on the swift word
For lack of spirit and breath to mate with it;
So that they know who hear your threat betimes
What fear it bears and danger, and for fear
Take counsel to forestall it    Make good speed ;
For if your steed be shod but with fleet speech,
Ere you shall stride the wall of our good town
Its foot may trip upon a traitor's grave.